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PHIL МОСС: PETE WAY of UFO.(pic by Ross Halfin) 
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GARRY ‘Headbanger’ B 


UFO pack. 


by his pal, ROSS HALFIN 


he’s got a big arse. His face is 

so greasy his first wife used 
to fry eggs on it, and just look at 
that colossal chin.” 


P ETE’S A GOOD bloke but 


UFO vocalist Phil ‘Plug’ Mogg 
drunkenly props up the reception desk at 
Aberdeen‘s Crossroady airport hotel, 
delighting in describing his lanky bassist 
to an enthusiastic cluster of faithful 
teenage fans. 


Peter ‘Dago’ Way is quick to take up 
the challenge. “You can talk,” he counters 
indignantly. ‘You’ve got hands like 
cranes and a nose that's so big you can’t 
see the rest of yer face from the front. 
Look at that, it's enormous.” 


Mogg’s hooter is indisputably huge. In 
fact it's the sort of appendage that could 
easily get him dates with elephants. Way 
senses victory and cooly plays his ace. 
“Yeah, poor old Phil, or Dad as we call 


PETE WAY (with can) and GIRL 


him... 
Actually they're both 28 but facts 
aren't exactly relevant at this stage of the 
game, and Pete smiles triumphantly. 
Sadly for him however he’s wearing a 
long hooded pullover that reaches down 


{ to his knees. He also sounds a touch like 


Michael Crawford and under pressure 
Mogg seizes upon these obvious failings 
to smack back with the killer punch that 
ends this light-hearted, totally 
characteristic slanging match. 

“Qull, listen to him. Would you take а 
man in a dress seriously? If | was Vince, 
you'd be out, pal...” 

Everyone laughs here cos ‘pal’ is UFO 
mascot and Sounds photographer Ross 
‘Hymie’ Halfin’s favourite expression just 
as Vince, Vince Riordan of the Cockney 
Rejects, is his favourite person. And so 
often does he rabbit on about the band, 
UFO fans to a man, and their legend, 
that Pete and Phil have taken to evoking 
the name of Vince constantly. 

In fact after they'd heard the Reject’s 
version of ‘Doctor Doctor’ | had been 
instructed to bring up a tape of their 
imminent album which was greeted with 
attentive good humour. (That should 
explain to the intrepid UFO fans hanging 
from a drainpipe, two floors up outside 
the nailed-shut window of the dressing 
room at Aberdeen’s Capital Theatre, why 
Phil Mogg could be heard bellowing the 
words to ‘Shitter’ which Mr Way reckons 
UFO will record on their next album, a 
disc he claims will be “heavily East End 
orientated.” Cough.) 

When he’s not plugging the Rejects, 
Gross Halfwit gets out his wooden spoon 
and stirs. First off he'd tried to convince 
the band | was out to stitch them up, 
suggesting among other things that they 
tie me up on stage, lace my drinks and 
tattoo UFO on my chest. 

Then he set about rival hacks mocking 
the MM chap for wearing revolting red 
satin strides and his gran’s fur coat, and 
offering to write the enemy man’s review 
for him “cos | bleedin’ know what 
YOU'LL write, PAL”. 

Best of all, however, were his attempts 
to gee up Girl, support group on this 24 
date tour, whose effeminate image and 
Halfin’s mocking of same oft resulted in 
the sort of atmosphere you catch 
frostbite from. 

An. extension of this cruising for a 
bruising was Halfwit’s odd habit of 
following band members. into bogs with 


his box brownie at the ready. His 
penchant for whanger shots should be 

well known to Sounds readers, and thus | 
was not surprised that when he first 
introduced me їо Moggy he'd caught him 
wearing only a pair of meagre Marks And 
Sparks brown briefs — with what 
appeared to be a Colt 45 concealed 
therein. 

After the gig at Glasgow Apollo Halfwit 
pounced on him as he was coming out of 
the bog and unzipped his trousers to 
reveal that it wasn’t a Colt 45 just as two 
Apollo ladies came in to award the band 
trophies for selling the place out, thus 
resulting in much embarassed tittering 
and another victory for Gross in his battle 
against common sense and common 
decency. 


HE GIG itself had been surprisingly 
enjoyable for me, especially as I'd 
] anticipated feeling about at home 

as Linton Kwesi Johnson at an NF rally. | 
must admit that, though I'd rated the 
band’s ‘Doctor Doctor’ single, | hadn't 
been impressed by the studio albums, 
including the just released ‘No Place To 
Run’ about which I'd shared Mr Barton's 
opinion that it represented a bit of a 
bland-out, especially following as it did 
the band's finest recording moment, 
‘Strangers іп The Night’, a live double 
that was indisputably the HM album of 
last year (especially if you count 
Motorhead as half-punk). 

| also feared that when | took my place 
in the one and nines I'd be seized upon 
by outraged Homage To Dandruff 
Headbangers who'd tear me limb’ from 
limb for previous war crimes. 

HM audiences however come solely for 
enjoyment and they spent the time before 
the band’s arrival hopping up and down 
like they had hot coals down their y- 
fronts, clapping, cheering, and 
periodically taking up the chant of ‘UFO, 
UFO, UFO’ which turned into a mighty 
roar as the house lights were dimmed and 
the band trotted out in darkness to a tape 
of ‘Alpha Centuri’, which had sounded 
well boring on the album but live and 
loud served to dramatically build up the 
tension till the band exploded into ‘Lettin’ 
Go’ which is transformed into a tower of 
live power. 

‘No Place To Run’ followed, Mogg’s 
‘West Side Story’, a streetfightin’ tube- 
cruisin’, story-telling rocker which is the 
best original on the album, and along 


with the cover of ‘Mystery Train’, again a 
magnificent fast and hard live number 
even if it doesn’t totally gel on plastic, was 
the last newie to get played tonight, the 
band's attitude being more please the 
punter than plug the platter. 

To this end the set comprised a sort of 
Greatest Hits affair selected from the 
band’s nine year career, consisting of 
such hard rock gems as ‘Doctor Doctor’, 
‘Only You Can Rock Me’, ‘Cherry’, 
‘Lights Out’, ‘Love To Love’, and ‘Too 
Hot To Handle’, mostly true classics of 
the genre which should be received in an 
open-minded screw the categories cum 
on feel the noize manner to avoid spurious 
soul-searching. 

The band were tight and competent 
and hit as hard as a Yorkshire Miners’ 
flying picket, the only defect being Paul 
Raymond's keyboards getting lost in the 

ix, and the positive plus factor being 
Way's wild stage antics. His wide build 
and angular featurés give him a bit of a 
Marvel comic Norseman look and he 
commands the visuals with his frantic 
poses, leaps, squats, and hazardous runs 
that more than once threatened to send 
him careering into the thin stern line of 
bouncers, all Ісокіпо about as mean as а 
Ур tip, who stand like statues down 
below in front of the first row of fans. 

The audience, a 99 per cent male, 
mostly teenage, mass or ordinary kids 
bedecked in rugby shirts, denim, plain 
jumpers, adidas sports shirts, flared jeans, 
HM stickers, the occasional biker’s 
leathers and the almost compulsory 
shoulder length hair, were duly 
appreciative, clapping, pointing, singing, 
stomping and headbanging so fiercely 
that some of them came close to shaking 
their heads from their bodies. 

Encores.— ‘Rock Bottom’ and ‘Shoot 
Shoot’ — were inevitable and if truth be 
told the long and rambling version of 
‘Rock Bottom’ was the only thing | really 
baulked at in the set, 

For the most part the band proved 
refreshingly unpretentious and genuinely 
exciting, consciously distancing 
themselves from the nonsensical posings, 
ego-bloating indulgences, and cliches of 
most of the metallic spectrum, preferring 
to be labelled hard rockers than Heavy 
Metal with all the images of dirgey 
boredom that that moniker envokes. 
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ETE WAY and Phil Mogg are the 
P most talkative band members. 

Both come from humble-North 
London backgrounds, and are pleasant 
enough for Spurs supporters. Phil is the 
sharper of the pair, a standing joke in the 
band describes him as being ‘of high 
intellect’. Our extensive bunny lasted the 
length of the long car convoy journey 
from Glasgow to Aberdeen, culminating 
after midnight in the hotel foyer. 

Mogg was invited to join the band in 
‘71 by Way and then guitarist Mick 
Bolton on the basis of his Jack Bruce 
impersonations. The only other original 
survivor is Cheshunt-bred drummer Andy 
Parker. The band took their name from a 
now defunct club in Tottenham Court 
Road. Phil reckons they were never 
hippies though he admits to having 
participated in some of the druggy and 
sexual fringe benefits of the movement. 

The early years were fraught with cock- 
ups including two albums on a Japanese 
label which the band have only ever 
received 400 smackers apiece for despite 
world sales of close on two million quid. 
Turning point for the band came in 1974 
when they poached Superkraut axeman 
Michael Schenker from the Scorpions 
and got signed to Chrysalis. Seven 
albums followed. 

Album number four ‘Lights Out’ 
released in 1977 and featuring guitar and 
keyboard man Paul ‘Kipper’ Raymond 
was the one which really took off for 
them, getting picked up by American 
radio. Months of hard stateside touring 
followed so when they eventually 
returned to England after a couple of 
years in working exile they had a strong 
American momentum already going for 
them. 

The key to their success was hard graft 
and the almost non-stop touring which 
resulted in the worldwide success of 
‘Strangers In The Night’ which sold over 
75,000 copies in Britain and close on half 
a million in the States, not Van Halen 
figures to be sure, but very respectable 
nonetheless, albeit unlikely to be 
signficantly swelled in future unless the 
band adopt an uncharacteristic single 
orientation, not currently anticipated. 

By the time ‘Strangers’ was released at 
the end of ‘78 however Michael 
Schenker, after a couple of disappearing 
acts, had left the band for good to rejoin 
the Scorpions. He was replaced 
permanently by occasional stand-in Paul 
Chapman who willingly left a Lone Star 
combo then embarking on a boring jazz- 
rock course which was to culminate in 
bankruptcy. 

Chapman is an able hard rock guitarist, 
an amiable Welshman known by the band 
as Tonka ‘cos of his indestructable 
qualities. He adds new dimensions to the 
word paralytic, looking permanently like 
he’s just got back from the Charing Cross 
Meth Drinkers Annual Dinner And Dance, 
and spends his post-gig time jumping 
over the roof of Girl's moving Peugot 
attempting to kill Phil Mogg by hurling 
him out of cars, and indulging in similar 
loony antics. 

Although his guitar prowess was not 
disputed by HM afficiandos, many 
pointed to Schenker’s co-writing credits 
on all the band’s classic numbers and 
much controversy raged as to whether 
the band would be able to continue as 
strongly without him. 

‘No Place To Run’ the first post- 
Schenker studio album seemed to 
confirm their fears. Recorded in 
Montserrat in the French West Indies 
under the production guidance of ex- 
Beatles man George Martin, Geoff Barton 
condemned it as mellow and laid back 
suggesting it was aimed solely at US 
airplay. 


HIL МОСС disagrees. “I think it’s 
P: valid attempt to try and do a few 

things differently. It'd be easy to 
cliché ourselves, or write the standard 
HM album. Y'know, call it ‘Genocide’ and 
fill it with songs about killing babies, and 
rainbows) or the ‘bombs away’ series. 
We intended it to be different, I'm not 
saying it's worked necessarily but it’s 
what we wanted. The group shaped the 
sound rather than George Martin.” 

“As for Montserrat,” Pete Way adds, 
“that was just a handy stopping pont on 
the way from the States. We had to 
leave in a hurry because they changed 
the immigration laws. Personally | don’t 
see the album being laid back, | think it’s 
more of an ‘up’ album.” у 

“As to this thing with Schenker,” Phil 
adds, “I'm not doubting his excellence as 
a guitarist, but | think his role as a writer 
has been over emphasised. A lot of those 


songs he got a co-credit on was for a 
guitar solo or something like that. | don't 
want to get involved in a slanging match, 
but just wait and see who does what.” 

Geoff is currently light-heartedly 
referred to as ‘The Jackal’ in the UFO 
camp, and although they obviously 
disagree with him over the album, | did 
sense а certain distance between the 
band and ‘Young Blood’ which Chrysalis 
have put out and which ironically looks 
set to be their biggest British single to 
date. 

They didn't even play the number at 
Glasgow, and Pete admits to some 
embarassment at the blatant ‘popiness’ 
of the single version. 

“We did our own version of that and it 
came out a lot rawer,” he says. 

“At the moment after this next 
American tour which we're starting two 
weeks after the British one ends, we're 
gonna do some writing and record the 
next album in a small London studio 
because we're aiming at a rawer, rockier 
sound. Like the Rejects. No, I’m joking, 


but 1 do enjoy some of their stuff and 
some of the Sex Pistols stuff, it’s good 
Бау rock.” 

“I've always thought of us as a New 
Wave heavy band,” says Phil, “because 
we've never gone in for the poses, we've 
never felt we've fallen into that category. 
Our stance has always been an easy one, 
we're escapists, you could call us the 
areshole movement. Our music is a 
release for the kids who come and see us 
whereas | felt a lot of new wave artists 
were a pain in the arse demanding more 
than is acceptable. 


“| do personally think a lot about 
politics and | have written political lyrics. | 
wrote ‘Lights Out’ as an anti-authoritarian 
song but Paul Raymond thought it was 
about the miners’ strike, so it didn’t mean 
anything after all. It was supposed to be 
angry but it didn't work. 


“We're a good time band, nothing 
deep. | think you summed it up when you 
said kids go to HM gigs and they're bored 
at work and maybe their chick’s giving 
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them a hard time and they come to the 
concert to get away from all that. 


or | but both Pete and Phil are at 
pains to emphasis they're not in 
the millionaire bracket. 

“Obviously we earn a lot but we spend 
a lot on tour too. Last year in the States 
we spent getting on for half a million 
dollars just on lighting and stage stuff. It 
costs you a thousand dollars a night to 
feed the roadies and pay for hotels, 
drinks and erh, things.” х 

The price of the trad rock оп the road 
lifestyle is high, especially when you 
spend as much time on the road as UFO 
do. The size of the gigs in the States did 
disturb my ‘small club is best’ mentality 
however. 

“Yeah, but you see in American arenas 
the shows are exciting,” Pete counters. 
“The atmosphere is charged. I've been to 
see bands in that situation and it's great 
because bands will spend a lot on their 
stage shows and personally | think as 
long as you're giving kids a good show 
and a good sound there’s nothing wrong 
with it.” - 

The band seem to genuinely enjoy 
touring and no one could deny that 
they've built themselves through their 
own hard graft rather than swindle their 
way up with cheap gimmicks and shoddy 
plays. Phil Mogg summed up what made 
him tick towards the end of our midnight 
conversation in Aberdeen. 

“When | was a kid my parents had a 
very working class attitude. They used to 
say get yourself a good trade and you'll 
be alright. It’s not true. | think parents 
ought to say learn to play golf or tennis 
and you'll earn a fortune. But no one 
ever told me that. I’ve got where | am 
through striving to be the best. If I’m 
gonna do this job | wanna be the best 
there is otherwise it’s not worth doing it. 
That's my attitude.” 


T LIVE GIG is where UFO excel 


To BAND are better off than you 


| 
l 
І 


апа Aberdeen on Tuesday is по 

exception. The only trouble with 
the place is the bouncers who, during 
Girl's set (featuring some tasty numbers 
but a poxy passé image), looked, like Phil 
observed, as if they had the audience 
under arrest. Thankfully they're calmed 
down for UFO's set though one leather 
clad idiot dancer to my left was actually 
ejected from the building for the heinous 
crime of drinking beer. 

Once again the emphasis was on 
straight ahead rocking with accessories 
restricted to good lighting and a colourful 
back drop, rather than extensive flash 
bomb/dry ice indulgences. And once 
again the two-tone clad gentle giant 
bassist upstaged the more statuesque 
posturing of Chapman with Phil Mogg 
distinguishing himself with one cheeky 
announcement concerning my good self. 
concerning my good self. 

The band seem to think | look like 
Jerry Lewis, and Mogg decreed that the 
famous American comedian Jerry Lewis 
was in the audience and punters should 
seek him/me out. Moggy would have 
also turned a spotlight on me but | hid 
inside me sheepskin. 

The audience were temporarily 
bemused but soon got back about the 
business of roaring and clapping and 
pointing respectful pinkies at the band, 
holding their banners high and noisily 
demanding more. Down the front the 
joyous advancing kids made the average 
rugby scrum look like a Funeral Directors’ 
convention. 

As the encore began several tried to 
kneel on stage only to be pushed back or 
chucked out by bouncers. But Phil 
announced “Hey listen we haven't come 
for a wrestling match.” And the security 
laid off. 

It happened gradually. First one row of 
kids knelt on the stage. Then they 
advanced with another line forming 
behind them. Then they were up on their 
feet coming closer and closer. And the 
band retreated to the podium. There was 
no threat from the kids. They were 
smiling and grinning like naughty 
schoolkids who knew they were getting 
away with something they shouldn't be. 

Next there were scores of them 
forming a bridgehead onto the stage, 
getting nearer and nearer the band, who 
had never never experienced this type of 
crowd reaction before. As the happy 
headbanging mob got within two feet of 
their heroes, the roadies and security 
formed a human wall between the two 
and the band thundered to a titanic 
conclusion. 

Afterwards Phil Mogg said to me, “it 
was great but | kept thinking, 1 wonder 
what Vince would do in a situation like 
this...” 

As Vince's mate Binnsie said of Phil, 
“He's a lovely geezer, but he don’t half 
wear silly shoes.” 

But his nose ain't THAT big | suppose. 
Well | have seen bigger. Somewhere, | 
think 
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